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BLRRBLL .. . Frost
I found a fat, white, dimpled spider 
On a snowy evening in the winter woods 
Along the road less traveled by 
And I squashed it.




shield us from the hot summer sun
color our October,
rainy, cold, fall days
with a splash of living,
dying.
Nature's oil paints 
drift slowly down 
as a feather might 

















as a feather might 
or a leaf
pack down underfoot, 
painful white early morning.
Ice crackle, crunch underfoot, 





Sense converged to point in Space, 
Allowing Time capricious pace, 
Awaits the union of the two.
And constancy in vigilance 
Achieves the certain recompense 
Of peace, of silent euphony.
Perchance ephemeral solitude 
Serves only as an interlude 
Between evasion and the truth.
A murmur sent to patient ear 
Informs it that the End is near,
The Means—attending in the wake.
The worms attack in clotted threads 
Impaling all on sharpened tongues
(Ignore them!)
Much lies beyond tranquility 
Or was that said already?
The soul achieves new unity 
With freely chosen destiny 
Once freely chosen destiny, 
or End, is freely chosen .. .
Those DAMN worms!
The worms attack in clotted threads 
Impaling all on sharpened tongues
Encroaching upon serenity 
The creatures ignore entreaty 
to retreat
And ubiquitous Defeat 
Renders fulfillment of End 
suspended
For familiar finale 
brings
Waning resolve 
to faltering spirit and cause 
As Direction flows into obscurity 
Dismissing the Search as futility
The worms attack in clotted threads 







En route to cloistered consciousness
But parasitic pestilence 
Cannot infest the firmament 
of Everlasting Faith
Whose thickened walls send Sterile Threat 
(this clotted throng of impotence) 
-squirming- 
-writhing-
Away from blood, Away from gut,
Away from strengthened soul,
Restoring rhythmic interval 
(And covenant of self with Self).
The worms attack in clotted threads, 
Impaling flesh on sharpened heads.
Beware lest they devour you.
Rebecca Efroymson
To Virginia Woolf
How easy we find it 
To talk of suicide 
In concise, academic terms;
How painless, antiseptic.
I close the book
And he is dead
But not completely
Because, if I must, I know
That I can return to page one
Where he will once again be alive.
And I will have more time to analyze.
To understand.
And so we convene, intellectuals all 
To talk, not of his death 
But around it,
Noting instead the appropriate prose style,
The poetic beauty of the language,
Never acknowledging,
Or even noticing,
How closely that book resembled you.
In his words, I hear your voice
In his actions I see you
Your helpless plea, “ NO MORE WAR ..
W hy couldn't anyone see that?
Affected by your words, we cry 
Not for you
But for a figment of your imagination 
Just a character you created.
Then we complain
Because no one recognized "the signs"
Which foreshadowed his death.
(Look at page 106 someone comments with indignation. 
It was so easy to tell!)
Was it?
W e claim to carefully dissect your every word 
And yet we criticize not ourselves 
But more characters you created 
For their lack of insight.
W hy didn't anyone notice
That all the time you were reaching out
Waiting for someone to see
That in that faceless character
Was you . . .
W e  didn't.
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Silently, I put the pen down 
Yet I do not think of your pain,
Rather I admire my skill 
At recalling a discussion 
My ability to explicate your words 
Concise, academic terms?
So intelligent.
Outside, April has blossomed 
Into baseballs and Frisbees.
Almost imperceptibly at first 
The sirens begin their death wail 
Building to a crescendo 
Coming to their crashing conclusion 
At the very spot where we play.
In the woods, alone,
Only feet from our celebration,
Where no one could see to stop him,
Where no one would think to stop him 
A desperate man swings from a tree,
These words etched in the dust,
“ I W O N "
W e here this and return to our baseballs and Frisbees. 
Once again
Your words echo back in a flood of recollection 
NO MORE WAR . . .
Did you win too?
A young man hangs dead in the branches
And you are he
And suicide is not academic
Concise
Not at all pretty
And I can not begin the book again




And neither will you.
Today, for the first time, I mourn your death 
So many years ago.
You won.
I lost.
Paula J ayne White
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Once Upon A Time, There Lived A Girl
But there is a fatality, a feeling so irresistable and inevitable 
that it has the force of doom, which almost invariably com­
pels human beings to linger around and haunt, ghost-like, 
the same spot where some great and marked event has 
given the color to their lifetime; and still the more irresis­
tibly, the darker the tinge that saddens it.
Nathaniel Hawthorne, The Scarlet Letter
Running.
The sound of sneakered feet slapping haphazardly 
against shattered pavement and cracked earth. The 
wheezing protest of lungs that should not be so far atro­
phied, the collective scream of thousands of oxygen- 
deprived cells, the distinctive creak of neglected joints. 
The squelch of sweat-drenched clothing flapping against 
a flaccid body, keeping almost in tune with the askew 
tempo of the respiratory cycle, although not quite. Dis- 
jointedly, she thinks that her biology instructor would be 
proud of her right now as she visualizes her own electron 
transport cycle. Funny, the things you think of when you 
can barely think to save your life.
Terror.
It wells up within her, eating at her entrails like some 
great viper of mythic proportions, suckingthe energyfrom 
her quicker than lungs can suck oxygen from air. In the 
small of her back, what began as a nagging pain, trans­
muted to throbbing pain, has just been promoted to the 
rank of a searing lightning bolt that scorches her entire 
nervous system. As she tears the flesh of her right hand in a 
surprisingly successful attempt to prevent a fall, she ab­
stractly wonders if this is what a heart attack feels like. This 
thought almost stops her, but something drives her on, 
with greater urgency than before. She can feel something 
vile begin to fester and hatch within her stomach, knowing 
that sooner or later it will petition the larynx for freedom 
and will most likely win; her panic grows. Fear of a future 
humiliation might be a bastard offspring of terror, but hey, 
who's gonna notice?
Pursuit
She knows that she is being pursued, there can be no 
question about that. She has been running for the larger 
part of her life, so there is no readily apparent reason to 
stop now. She runs faster now ... the horror has picked up 
speed, hastened its advance from far away. It was toler­
able back then, back there, a black smear on an already 
opaque glass. In those days, she would allow herself to 
periodically gaze upon this stigma and wince with knife- 
cold chills before turning away. That is, after all, how we all 
prefer to view such horrors, she rationalized . . . from a 
distance.
Sanctuary.
When the badthing first came around, sniffling, snarl­
ing, staking out its territory, sanctuary had no clear and 
defined boundaries. Behind the oldman oaktree, beneath 
Chicken Little's hen house . . . she tried all over, every­
where. And still the badthing found her. Only one place 
was found to be proof against the ever-clinging badthing, 
but she never did like the looks of a graveyard at night 
Was never able to get used to it, either, but then again, she 
couldn't go home to that badthing, that bastard, he had no 
right, no right at all, it was her house too, that son of a ...
In desperation, the badthing pours on the speed, and 
is now a panting, fetid breath on the nape of her neck. She 
quells a hideously powerful urge to turn and confront the 
beast, once and for all, but you just don't DO that sort of 
thing around here. Imagine your greatest nightmare, she 
once told the brain doctor, and then plunge it into a fester­
ing sore, and then plunge THAT into a cesspool. The pain, 
if it could be at all imagined, would be fantastic. The old 
man stared back at her with the same cold, recalcitrant 
look that Grandfather Oaktree would give her whenever 
she'd try to tell him about... about the badthing, about... 
HIM, about . . . about that goddam sonuvabitch, damn 
you, just, just damn you . . .
Population.
She dives headfirst into a pool of commerce and bab­
ble, safety in numbers. An alleyway opens up for her; she 
accepts the offer gratefully. Cold, dank, smelly, probably 




Sixteen, maybe seventeen, but certainly no more 
than eighteen meters.
No sweat
I've got all the time in the world, she thinks. Just the 
rest of my life.
Confidence.
A new feeling, she basks in it. There is a light at the end 
of the tunnel. I think I can, I think I can, Ithinklcanlthink 
l can. She smirks and allows Judy to chant from some dis­
tant netherworld" Lions and tigers and bears, oh my! Lions 
and tigers and bears, oh my! Lions... and-and tigers, and... 
Her mouth is suddenly a distant relative of the Gobi 
desert, don't say the last word, don't even THINK it, it's so 
very important that you don't even think the last word...
. . .  and bears."
Oh my.
A jagged piece of asphalt introduces itself to her right 
calf. Pain, not so great as her unique anguish, but pain 
nonetheless, consummates the union between flesh and 
concrete, but never let it be said that pain is all bad; she 
falls into a black gaping maw, screaming, screaming, is this 
horror real it must be a n i. ..
Contact.
She collides with her very own soft bed, adorned with 
all her old friends, her very best companions. The room 
comes into focus around the bed, a harsh kaleidoscope of 
stick furniture and middle-class affluence. Still, the blan­
kets are warm, the pillows are soft, and her friends will pro­
tect her. Protect... protect from what? she wonders. As the 
door opens, it dawns on her. The badthing. It has her cor­
nered, and she cannot escape, the bed hugs her in place, 
and the badthing, stinkingof bad drinks, climbs in, hairy as 
a bear, go 'way, go 'way, I shoot bears, you know, and I'd 
love to shoot a motherfucker like you . . .
No. No no. Nonononononono. Y' can't DO that, you, you 
just can't do that, you can't fight back, it'll hurt you, please 
don't fight back, oh please oh please, it'll go 'way soon, I 
promise, I promise. Ju s '. . .  jus' let it do what it wants, it'll 
hurt some, sure, but This is Life and what can you do 
about it?
The badthing bear son-of-a-bitch bastard climbs on 
top of her. Come a little closer, I swear to GOD that I'll 
blow your head off, what can't I just be Free of you, just go 
away, jus' go 'way.
The bear swipes her face half-off with a massive bear 
paw, and grumbles, "You've been a bad girl," and she 
knows that this must be true. Deep inside her, a voice 
screams in impotent rage, anger, frustration and betrayal. 
The chains are once more in place, escape is impossible 
this time. Oh please, don't hurt me, please, you're not 
really a badthing, I love you, really I do. Oh God no, don't 
do this, I know it's all my fault, I know I'm bad, I'll never be 
any good, please, oh pleaseohplease Daddy, don't hurt 
m e .
Right before the hurt comes (or is supposed to come) 
she remembers standing with her husband and children 
over the casket of her father. Dead. I'll NEVER get even 
now, never get free, never let him make amends ('cause I 
know he wants to) never. . .
A screeching, howling banshee rips through her real­
ity. She reaches over her husband to shut off the first 
alarm, sits up, and listens. Somewhere in the early morn­






To paint the picture 
And paint it well 
So that in the future 
The sages will tell
Reach for image 
Paint it in time 
Beauty envisage 
Unequaled, sublime
How can her being 
Be captured in words 
Her aurora redeeming 
Unspoken, unheard
Shakespeare hath tried 
In unfinished lines 
To sing of her glory 
And doing so confine
For what is a flower 
So fair to the sight 
When plucked at an hour 
By blinded man's might
Uprooted from its place 
From life in the wild 
No longer to grace 
Its essence defiled
So she like a rose 
With never a care 
In freedom she grows 
To fragrance the air
Her color redeems 
The way-trodden field 
In sunlight she beams 
The wounded are healed
What is it about her 
That reaches to me 
To all is the answer 










It's over too soon.
And inside, not one drop fuller
For holding the seeds of a hundred lives.
Catherine Decker
The Vow
Something about her, something untouchable 
but not unreachable; 
like a shadow in the darkness, 
it's there, unseen until that moment of light 
reveals it.
She had a certain beauty I didn't understand.
W e were destined to be together;
I was compelled to ask her. When I did, 
there was an anxious hesitation 
as she opened her mouth, nodding her head, 
and the blinding flood-light glare 
as she answered: "Yeth, thertainly!"
I awoke screaming with a deep chill,








Sensitive young person seeks god.
Almost any god will do,
just don't be too simplistic,
too cut and dry,
all of this and none of that.
Should possess a certain pizazz, 
a nice flare and a way with words, 
and most importantly, 
must make his presence known 
more often than Another.
Should also enjoy walks in the rain 
and bubble baths.
Patrick Kelly
So Read the Rose
Greg snapped on the light in his office. He was, as usual, 
the first one into work. Michael, the golden boy, would 
most likely be on the road by now. He was always on the 
road. The boss thought Michael was a better advertising 
representative than Greg. And why shouldn't he think so? 
After all, Michael had everything it took to be successful- 
composure, eloquence, good looks, and most impor­
tantly, a fascinating way of bullshitting the buyer.
Today was no different for Greg. Once again he was in 
the office working on copies for the present accounts. 
Greg was everything opposite of Michael— clumsy, shy, 
not stunning in his appearance, and of course, honest. Not 
that Michael ever really lied, but well, he was better at 
stretching the truth under pressure. Being in the office had 
one advantage over travelling today though. Greg would 
meet the newsecretary before Michael. He pondered this 
thought as he took the neatly bound copies from his 
briefcase.
At about 9:00, the new secretary made her appearance. 
She was tall, thin and all legs. Very appealing face as well. 
She slowly walked in and looked around. Greg stood and 
came over to her.
"Hello, my name is Greg La Rue. I do most of the copy 
for our accounts. You must be the new secretary."
The young woman smiled quickly and put her hand out. 
Greg took it gently into his own. She spoke for the first 
time.
"M y  name is Laura Roselli. It's a pleasure to meet you. Is 
Mr. Crandell in yet?"
"No, not yet," Greg told her with an uneasy glance 
toward the boss's office door. "H e  should be in shortly," 
he continued.
"Thank you." She smiled sweetly at him and glanced 
around the office. Greg felt compelled to continue and 
putting his hand behind her back, turned her in the direc­
tion of the empty desk in the front of the office.
"Here's your desk. If you want to try and get settled in 
before Mr. Crandell gets here," he trailed off never quite 
finishing his question. He was suddenly overcome with 
shyness and he felt himself beginning to blush.
Laura smiled again and said thank you to him. With that 
she turned to the desk and busied herself for the rest of 
the time getting her things in order.
Greg returned to his desk, but he found it difficult to 
concentrate on his work with Laura across the room. He 
hadn't expected to find the new secretary so beautiful
and so competent. At least he thought she was compe­
tent. He admitted to himself that the last thought was a 
sexist one, but a true one nonetheless.
At about 10:00 Mr. Crandell came in. He glanced in 
Laura's direction then walked over to Greg's desk.
"Is  she the new secretary the agency sent over?" he 
asked incredulously.
"Yeah. Can you believe it. I almost died when I saw 
her."
"W ould you make the introductions, please." Crandell 
said this as he was walking away from Greg, notan uncom­
mon gesture on Crandell's part. Greg followed him to 
Laura's desk.
By  the tim e they got there, Laura was already on her feet 
and looking right at Crandell.
"Mr. Crandell, this is Laura Roselli. Laura, this is Mr. 
Crandell," Greg told her then added quickly and em­
phatically, "Your boss."
Laura extended her hand and Crandell took it in his 
own.
"It's a pleasure to meet you, Laura," he said. " I hope 
you'll enjoy working here. If you have any questions don't 
hesitate to ask, please." Mr. Crandell was being overly 
sweet to her, for obvious reasons.
"Thank you," Laura said and withdrew her hand from his 
grasp and returned to her desk. She continued to work on 
some billing that Greg had given to her. Crandell con­
tinued staring at her.
"Mr. Crandell? Mr. Crandell." It was Greg bringing him 
out of his gaze.
"Yes. What is it?"
"You wanted to go over the copy for the Andersen 
account."
"Huh? Oh, oh, ah, yes, yes," he took a deep breath, "The 
Andersen account. Bring it into my office, La Rue."
The two went into Crandell's office and didn't come out 
again until close to 12:00. Crandell told Laura to handle 
the calls, Greg and he were going to have lunch with a Mr. 
Laurence from the Andersen Company. He told her to go 
to lunch at about 1:00, because they would probably be 
out all afternoon. Greg and Crandell went to lunch and to 
no one's surprise the office didn't fall apart, despite 
Laura's good looks.
For the next few days all went well in the office. Mike 
came and went without so much as a glance in Laura's 
direction. For once in his life Mike had met someone and
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was remaining faithful to her. Greg, on the other hand, had 
begun taking a strong liking to Laura and thought he may 
actually have a chance without Mike in the picture. He got 
up enough nerve one day to ask her out to dinner for the 
next night. He carefully placed a red rose on her desk one 
morning with a card attached. When she came in, she 
picked up the rose then opened the card. Greg pretended 
to be busy at work, as usual.
“ Greg, thank you. This is quite a surprise."
She hesitated, trying to find the right words. “ I'd love to go 
out with you, but I have a date tomorrow. Mr. Crandell has 
already asked me to dinner to discuss some of the billing 
procedures. I'm sorry."
"Oh, I see." What else does a person say when he's 
been rejected. He thought his biggest problem would 
have been Mike, not Crandell. No, Crandell had never 
entered his mind.
"Perhaps another time," he told her feeling a lump of 
dejection in his throat.
"W hy not Thursday?" Laura asked him.
"Thursday?"
"Unless you already have plans?" She sounded hopeful 
that his schedule would be empty. This was no problem 
for Greg. His schedule was rarely full.
"Thursday would be fine."
For the next couple of months Laura continued to see 
both Greg and Crandell. Greg knew about Crandell but 
Crandell didn't know about Greg, for obvious reasons. 
Needless to say, Crandell and Laura went out more often 
than Greg and Laura. Greg hated the idea of seeing Laura 
only when Crandell had other plans, but he kept his 
mouth shut. He felt he should be thankful Laura was see­
ing him at all. The major problem was that sooner than 
Greg had expected he was falling in love with her. So was 
Mr. Crandell. So much so, that for the fourth time in his life 
he asked a woman to marry him. Greg wanted to ask a 
woman to marry him for the first time in his life. They both 
had the same woman in mind.
The day after Crandell asked, Greg took Laura out to 
dinner and they discussed Crandell's proposal.
"Do you love him?" Greg asked.
"He's very rich," Laura said running her finger around 
the rim of her wine glass.
"But do you love him?" Greg asked again.
" I suppose I do." She took a sip of wine then added,"At 
least I suppose I'll grow to love him."
Before Greg could stifle it, the truth came out. "  Laura, I 
don't know how you feel about me, but in these past cou­
ple of months I've grown to love you more than anything 
in the world."
Laura was stunned, but nothing could have prepared 
her for what came next.
"W ill you marry me?"
Laura took a big gulp of wine. She didn't know what to 
say. Greg was challenging their boss, probably for the first 
time in his career. She weighed the choices quickly in her 
mind and came up with a weak answer.
"You know we'd both lose our jobs. Mr. Crandell is not 
the type to take rejection lightly."
" I know that, but with m y experience and talent," he  cut 
off, realizing how conceited he must have sounded.
He started again. "I'm  sorry. I shouldn't have put you in 
this position. It's just," once more he trailed off. He looked 
into her eyes with such seriousness that Laura felt un­
comfortable.
" I can't live without you. I love you. Either way I lose." 
He was trying to make her believe him. That what he said, 
he meant.
Laura didn't answer. Instead she looked at her drink.
"Think about it. But promise me you'II really think about 
it." Greg sounded desperate.
Laura looked up from her drink and quietly said, "I'll 
think it over." She paused then added, " I think I should 
go now."
She slid out of the booth and reached for her coat. 
"Thanks for the wine and all the roses."
She walked away and Greg felt that lump crawling back 
into his throat. Before Laura got too far away, she went 
back to him and reached a kiss onto his cheek ever so 
lightly. She said nothing else, just left the restaurant.
Now Greg knew it was over. Laura would probably think 
him a fool for asking her to marry him, especially knowing 
about Crandell's proposal. Acting completely on instinct 
and out of desperation, he had put her into a position. He 
truly loved her, but she would never believe that. He 
stayed at the table and finished the bottle of Rose'.
For the next week, Laura didn't show up to work. Cran­
dell took her absence lightly, feeling she wanted to con­
template her decision without him looking over her 
shoulder. Greg was less sure of himself. He called her 
home, but there was no answer. By Friday he was con­
cerned and decided to go over to her apartment.
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Laura saw his car pull into the parking space below her 
apartment. She knew he would come by sooner or later. 
She opened the door for him before he knocked and then 
invited him in. She tried to remain casual, but the nervous­
ness came through. Greg scanned the livingroom and 
noticed half-packed suitcases scattered around the floor 
and on the chairs.
"Going somewhere?" he asked.
"It's nothing to concern yourself over, Greg. I just want 
to visit my mother for a few days." She paused before add­
ing, "I've  decided on my marriage proposals."
Greg didn't believe he needed another clue. She ob­
viously hadn't taken him seriously enough and decided to 
marry Crandell for his money. She wasn't thrilled to see 
him, and she seemed unaffected by his concern for her.
"Mr. Crandell didn't say anything to me. Did you tell him 
about my proposal?"
" I didn't say anything to him. Nothing of your proposal, 
nor of my decision. I decided the only way I know how, 
and the only way my heart would let me."
Greg said nothing.
"I hate to be rude, Greg, but my taxi's here and I have to 
go. Here's my number at my mother's house. I think you 
may want to call me."
"W hat about Crandell? How will he know if you've 
decided or not?"
"I'm  going to call him."
The two of them left the apartment together, and Laura 
kissed him before she got in the cab. Greg wasn't the pic­
ture of confidence. Laura felt compelled to say something 
to him.
"I'm  sorry, Greg. I didn't know how else to tell you. I 
hope you'll understand why I did it this way." She closed 
the cab door and waved to him as she pulled away.
Greg wasn't sure what it meant or who it was from, but a 
single red rose was waiting for him by his front door when 
he got home that night. A card was attached to the box, 
and Greg handled it carefully as he unlocked the door.
He was afraid to read the card right away, so instead he 
poured himself a drink and went upstairs and drew him­
self a bath. He carried both the drink and the rose up 
with him.
Once the water level was high and the water itself hot, 
Greg started to get into the tub, but then he hesitated and 
picked up the card. His curiosity couldn't be held back
and he opened the note. After reading what it said, he sat 
in the tub and thought about everything he had said to 
Laura the night he had proposed to her. The words began 
to come back to haunt him. " I can't live without you. I love 
you more than anything else . . ." These words began to 
ring in his ears, and he slipped under the water, never 
coming up.
As Laura had said she was going to, she called Crandell 
from her mother's home. She didn't care if she hurt his 
feelings or if he thought it was rude, she couldn't face him 
and tell him this. Before she could say a word to him, 
though, he broke her off.
"M y  god, I've been trying to reach you!" he yelled, 
"W here the hell have you been?!"
She began to tell him when he broke her off again and 
said, " I have some terrible news, Laura, Greg's com­
mitted suicide."
Laura broke down, but Crandell mustn't have heard her. 
He continued on, telling her about the rose and the note. 
He wasn't even bitter. He just kept telling her he wished 
she had said something to him.
Laura's mother tried to comfort her. Laura tried to ex­
plain to her what she had done. She told her about the pro­
posals and how she had rejected Crandell's in favor of 
Greg's. She had sent him a red rose with the note, assum­
ing he would find the connection between that rose and 
all the roses he had given her each time he asked her out. 
She was never quite the same, convinced that her clever­
ness had killed him.
The police left everything as it was in the house, includ­
ing the rose on the vanity. The note still lay next to it, with 
only the words, "Greg, I'm getting married. Love, Laura," 
written on it.






Summer chill, frosting the bones
Of the unwary; I descend the spiral staircase
Unique to every house
That I have entered.
A giant's thumbnail, shorn and sundered,
Bloodies an already impenetrable 
Midnight, a beacon of death in 
A nihilistic ocean.
The orb dominates, demanding attention while 
Garnering power. At apogee,
Pluto's dim light is augmented by 
Mars, casting an adamantine net
Across those bound souls shanghaied 
Into quarantined servitude.
"N ot my problem," words spoken
In a country ignoring the muffled shrieks
Of its pantheon. By way of the stars 
W e share images of ghastly decay over 
Our evening cornucopia, distilled and blanched 
As our once proud vision has become.
Interpreted by bespectacled men in sweaters,
It's better this way; all horrors should be
Thus viewed, distanced by denim and upholstery.
Safe within an ivy cocoon
White walls, white paper, white instruction,
I am sent to learn and unlearn.
Rousseau ignites the ethereal spark 
Within myself and all mankind.
Divinity of man is reinforced time and
Time again. I bask in a lukewarm stagelight 
Whose beams are augmented into the light 
Of Interrogation, Of Torture, and of Cleansing.
Ultimately, I can know nothing about the trials 
Of my fellow sparks; media twists and contorts 
In order to provide better drama for my class-mates,
Eager to be "in the know," one up on the rest 
Of the world. Such trivia cannot educate,
Merely placate.
What I know within myself to be right is not 
A belief held the world over. My attention 
Dallies out the window, realising that
Aid is needed, voices must be lifted,
Battles must be fought to be true to
The Divine Right of Man. Wrongs cannot be
Righted until a move is made, until I take my first step.
The cold is too bitter; I pull the covers 
Of my sheltered life over my head.
Beneath a blood-shot light,
A spark slowly smoulders.
Michael Sepanic
18
A John Cheever Summer
Children being chased by 
The tide, like penguins 
On the shore.
They scream in delight,
Chasing gulls above 
The water.
Cries of delight give way 
To cries of disgust,
Bird jazz now in their hair.
Hair the color of sand.
Eyes like the sky: clear, blue,
And empty.
Symmetry wrapped in red.
The ocean heaves auspiciously;
Her bosom heaves the same.
A giant wave breaks;
Her bikini strains.
No luck.
The sea, back to the sea 
I go to purify my soul 
Once more.
Ablution is mine!
Freedom, atonement, inner peace— 
A jellyfish is clinging to 
My leg.
She heeds my cries of pain;
She looks.
She smiles.
She strips me naked 
In her mind.
I am hers, unable to fight.
I must escape back to the 
Water, my virtue undefiled;
Only there will I find atonement.




Human character is as easy to grasp as 
a fleeing nymph and as easy to explain.
Joseph Walsh
On Seeing the Face* of Keats
(* - A replica of his life mask displayed 
in Wister Annex, March 1985)
In a thin wall of glass, I see my face—
A ghost-like reflection and hardly real;
My spirit weakens and at once I feel 
The weight of this mortal and transient place.
My features beside his within the case 
Are like shadow and substance— flesh and steel. 
The serene lines of his visage reveal 
The invisible pattern I long to trace.
As I take one step, our images merge 
And my color pales on his marble white;
My vain desires of glory diverge 
And sink to sleep in dreamless, darkling night— 
Within my heart flutters a feeble surge,




My soles are coated
With tar and my toes prepare
For the rush of foam.
Anne Ciecko
OPUS 67
He stares intently at the paper 
deciding which medium to use, 
pondering the qualities of each.
Brow creased, 
lips puckered, 
he comes to a decision.
He will paint.
He deliberately chooses
only the very brightest colors
and adds them to the canvas with the skill of years.
The unruly blond hair falls into his eyes.
He wipes it away with an impatient hand,
eager to complete his current magnum opus,
never noticing the streak of cobalt blue across his brow
As he works, he too becomes a canvas—
living breathing colors.
Now and then, he steps back,
and judges his work with the air of the most serious 
artist.
He adds touches of green here, yellow there 
until the paper is awash with color, with life.
He steps back once again.
The work needs a final touch.
He brushes his hair back again
and carefully presses his forehead into the canvas.





I looked at the chair which held Sophia fast. I longed to 
have her. Yet I longed to have the chair.
Chapter 2
Sophia was about to leave the throne I so desired and in 
my anguish I realized I may never see her again. I realized 





And as I decided what mattered more to me, the chair 
walked away in disgust. Suddenly, I felt shallow. . .
Epilogue
.. . as if part of me left with the chair.
Michael Ian Sheinbaum
Body of Christ on an Empty Stomach
I awaken to an exhortation,
A call to disarmament 
And Brotherhood.
Christmas light stains the windows 
As all devour the Words 
Of my Father.
I am surrounded by my Family 
And cannot escape their guilt 
Overbearing, concentrated.
A reminder that the strong must care for 
The weak registers, ling'ring 
Until Supper.
After which hands are pumped, exits made, and
Assimilation into
Isolation
Occurs. Daily, I see my Cousins go 
Breadless; Brother is full, though,
And pledges made
To satisfy one Hunger are quickly 
Forgotten. The circle now 
Tightens into
A noose; complacency is the order 
Of the day outside of these,
My Father's walls.
Hollow vows, assuaged guilt, contented lies; 
Nothing remains done, nor shall 
Venture be made.
The result of an unpolled, unanimous election. 
Shuffling in line, eyes downcast,




City kids who think too much 
Live a novel midwinter,
Moonlight desolation, bare trees, alley shadows—
Our moors, our heather.
Candle-bright streetlamps peer through 
Windowpane frost filigree
And drop icicle crystals there—on ledges, car fenders. 
A boy (say foundling) sticks his jeanbottoms 
On an ice-shelved step,
Sucks the wet out of a knitted mitten,
And pensively observes the surprising 
Clarity of stars,
Snowglints like magic, ghosts, hope?
Anne Ciecko
Signals
a robin looks at three humans 
wearing naked wings 
and firmly decides 














I kept your 
love let­
ters.
In cleaning up I threw it out.
Catherine Decker
Rainy Interlude
Each key plucked on the piano 
Felt like a cool, wet raindrop.
The player's hands controlled how 
They fell upon my face —
First a slow, soft drizzle,
Then a downpour,
Finally slowing,












Decades pass before 
Sir Somebody, smothered 
in aromatic oils, 
demands 
a quick cure for 
emptiness
and you suddenly 
have reason 
to sing and boil­
















a brilliant white 
house with flowers 
in their beds 






















Rising above the night 
Reaching artificial light 
walking into these devoid circularities 
sucking the living out of life 








Progress is the bell,
the field's tolling terminus,
transforming green to black
with a stroke of commonplace magic
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